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Hlubby—Do you REALIZE THAT WHEN YOU ARE SEVENTY-FIVE YOU WILL HAVE 
Wife THEN AN EXTRA HOUR OR TWO NOW WON'T MATTER 


SPENT TWENTY-FIVE YEARS IN BED 
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Ballade of the Youth that Lasts 


By Ricuarp Le Gatti 
y” CH goes. we sav. because, forsooth. 
O 


ur thirtieth year is long gone by; 
There is no calendar for yout! 
Be young with me, and so will I 
’Tis but an antiquated lie 
J hat counts life over w ith and done, 
Ere scarce its morning dews art dry; 
At forty youth is just begun. 


© hot of heart and sweet of tooth, 
Blindly afoot, he knows not why, 
His aimless aim the lad pursueth, 
And leaves his fair pluc ked flowers to die; 
rhe man, with no less rapt an eye 
Wins, but wastes not the thing he won 
Re aps W here he sows—but babes deny 
At forty youth is just begun 


rhe bitter and the lovely truth 
Che joys that last, the joys that fly 

The wise and foolish things he doeth, 
The years have taught him to descrn 
Yet still his cup is lifted high 

With brimming splendours over-run 
Death and the Devil to def 

\t forty youth is just begu 


Envoi 
Away, Prince with that shallow sigh 
Of vanished youth! the noonday s 
Is ours, and all the summer sky— 
At forty outh is just begur 
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Her First Jeatousy 


The Flareback 


By J. G. 


A HERE were just twenty minutes left of Clarkson’s 
vacation 
Hilda Jackson accompanied him from the hotel 
to the railroad station. Although there had seldom 
been any prearrangement on the part of either, 
Clarkson realized that they had spent much time together dur 
ing his four weeks at Parkview 

He had not asked her to come to the railroad station She 
came of her own volition. 

“You appear to be interested in me,”’ said Clarkson, as he 
stood near her in the baggage room. 

“You are right, as usual,’”’ replied Hilda, “you read my 
thoughts accurately.”’ 

‘How would you like to marry me?” he asked as both 
dodged out of the way of a brawny baggage man with a ferocious 
looking trunk 

“Such a place to propose!” she gasped. ‘‘We have sat on 
rustic benches, in canoes on the lake when the moon was out, 
and in the conservatory, and you never mentioned thz subject.” 

“If I had mentioned it then,”’ said Clarkson, ‘“‘you might 
have been influenced to accept me on account of the surround- 
ings; if you accept me here I know that you realize what I’m 
really talking about.” 

She paused to take a quick inventory of him as he looked 
off in the distance. Then in a whisper she added: *‘ Very well, 
I'll marry you.” 


COLLINS 
“That’s good,” answered Clarkson, as they both narrowly 
escaped a big suitcase dropped from the top of a miscellaneous 
pile by the baggage man. 

‘How is it that you never say anything to me such as a man 
usually says to the woman he loves?” she asked. 

“That kind of talk is meaningless.’ he declared. ‘“‘It has 
been said for a thousand years.”’ 

“Why do vou like me?” she asked 

‘“A man seldom knows why he likes a woman,” he replied 
*T like you on account of your rather peculiar assets.”’ 

“What are they?” 

“Well, you are homely, you dress plainly and you have an 
energetic tongue.” 

“T would call those liabilities.” returned Hilda. 

_“Not at all,”’ assured Clarkson. ‘* You would spend very 
little money in beauty parlors and no money of mine would be 
lost in divorce suits.”’ 

“Tt’s strange to hear you talk like that. I thought all men 
liked beautiful women.” 

“A beautiful woman is a domestic curse. Her extrava 
gances cause more shabby, unshaved and baggy-kneed hus 
bands than anything else in life.” 

“Do you know why I care for you?” she asked. 

“No, I have wondered,” said Clarkson, as he glanced over 
a time-table. 

‘Because you’re such a big, brutish sort of man,”’ explained 
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Gum Manufacturer—Yes, WE HAD TO COME TO IT. ‘THE PEOPLE WHO WANTED 
TO BUY GUM COULDN'T GET NEAR THE MACHINE ANYWAY! 


Hilda. ‘* You would be able to do lots of 
things around the house and that would 
save us money.” 

“You would be interested in your 
home, then?” 

“Why not? A woman sees more of 
her home than she does of her husband, 
so why shouldn’t she want a handsome 
home rather than a handsome husband? 
What good is a handsome man out of 
work in a cold house without food?” 

A wild, unintelligible yell by the sta 
tion-agent told them the train was ap- 
proaching. Clarkson picked up his bags 
and wandered out on the platform. 

““My only desire is to be happy,’ 
she said, as she clung closely to his 
arm. 

“It’s foolish and unprofitable to be 
happy,” he replied. ‘More persons get 
imposed on when in that state than at 
any other time.” 

“We will be happy, won’t we?” she 
pleaded, yearning for a word of senti- 
ment. 

“Well, we'll be satisfied,” he com- 
mented with the faintest trace of a 
smile. 

“Do you favor a quiet wedding or a 
lot of fuss?” Hilda ventured as the crowd 
surged about them, toward the end of 
the platform. 

“We must feed our friends,” said 
Clarkson. “That will cost us about two 
hundred dollars, and they will give us 
about a thousand dollars’ worth of pres- 
ents, so we'll start housekeeping witha 
profit.” 

Their lips bumped in a movement 
evidently intended for a kiss. As he 


’ 


swung aboard the train Clarkson smiled 
conservatively. It was not the kind of a 
smile that usually illumines the face of 
a lover. 

Hilda watched the train. Many pas- 
sengers waved final goodbyes from the 
windows to friends whom they had just 
left. But the face of Clarkson was not 
among them. 

She watched the train until the ob- 
servation-car began to fade into the dis- 
tance. Its shining brass rail looked like 
a row of teeth. The whole train seemed 
to be grinning at her. 

But Hilda merely smiled. 

A week later she received a let- 
ter from Clarkson. He thanked her 
for helping to make his vacation 
interesting and said she no doubt 
realized there was nothing serious 
about their engagement. He also 
hoped that she might profit by the 
very valuable philosophy which he 
had tossed off during their many 
talks. 

“I beat vou to it by forty- 
eight hours,”’ wrote Hilda in reply. 
“Read Friday’s Herald, and in 
‘Nanette’s’ column you will see 
our experience fitted in accurately 
under the heading: 

***The Superman Takes His 

Vacation’ 

“You must, therefore, set down 
your 1920 heartbreaking tour as a 
failure. Wishing you similar success 
in all future failures, I am 

“Yours candidly, 

“ Hitpa (alias Nanette).” 
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Consider the Popular 
Playwright 


By Ma .coitm LaPrape 
HE strives not with a lofty play 
To reach Parnassus’ heights, 
But writes them, in his humble way, 
To run three hundred nights. 


The works of Shakespeare and Moliére 
His interest ne’er beguile, 

To read them he would scarcely dare, 
For fear ’twould cramp his style. 


No literary taste he vaunts: 
The one precept he has 

Is ‘Give the public what it wants, 
With ‘snap’ and ‘pep’ and ‘jazz.’” 


He sits with calm, efficient look 
Before his desk, and woos 

With bedroom scene or cop and crook, 
The coy Dramatic Muse. 


He knows each small resource that lies 
Within the trouser seat: 

The gentle slapstick he applies 
In manner deft and neat. 


The carping critics roast his plays 
Whenever they appear, 

But Dun and Bradstreet sing his praise 
In accents loud and clear. 


Inferno 
“Mexico ought to be punished.” 
“You're right; let’s send the United 
States Congress down there to rule the 
country.” 





Drawn by Crawrorp Youne 
Workman (who has been told to come and fix 
the door-bell)—Wett! I Guess TH’AINT NOBUDY 
HOME. I’VE RUNG FOUR TIMES. 
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Excavating Golfer—Conrounp 1T! I'LL HAVE TO LEARN TO KEEP MY EYE ON THE, BALL! 
Nervous Friend—Yers, you'’> BETTER—OR ELSE LEARN TO KEEP YOUR OTHER EYE 


ON THE GREEN-KEEPER. 


A Plea for Justice 


By Harry Hamitton 

. AM naturally of a retiring disposition,’’ said the writer of 

I humor, “so, obviously, it distresses me a whole lot when 

I am expected to crack jokes. A well-meaning friend, 

in introducing me to a gang, mentions needlessly the fact that 

I ‘run a funny column’ and at once the gang gets all set for a 

side-splitter, and looks at me pityingly when I fail to make 
good. 

“Why should makers of comic copy be expected to be funny? 
A writer for a scientific publication is not due to be scientific the 
instant he is introduced. Nor is a writer for a fashion magazine 
expected to talk fashions. If, in the case of the former, a friend 
says, ‘Shake hands with Mr. Elsquare; he writes pieces for the 
Scientific Pan-American,’ it is not necessary for Mr. Elsquare 
to beam upon the assembled company and remark off-hand: 

“* Amateurs interested in astronomy may readily trace the 
diurnal path of the brighter stars by means of the apparatus 
which I shall presently describe. It is known as the Altazimuth 
and as the name implies, it is used to ascertain the altitude and 
azimuth of a heavenly body.’ And so forth. 

“Such professional brilliancy is neither required nor expected 
of the writer for a scientific publication. As for the scribbler 
for the fashion magazine, even presuming that he be intro- 
duced to a group of women, he is not deemed a dullard if he 
fails to say: 

“*To capture your fancy, the little frock No. 8030, which 
slips on over the head, is very much middy style, with a lace 
front and shield and a sailor collar of contrasting goods. Over 
the joining of a plaited skirt, a bought belt may be arranged. 
The pattern I have reference to is cut in sizes 4, 6 and 8 years.’ 
And so on. 

“Suppose a staff contributor to the Boot and Shoe Clarion 
knew that every time he went out in company he would be 
expected to be epigrammatic about kid uppers or French heels. 
Suppose the star reporter of -the Railroad Gazette had hanging 





— over him the certainty that when he sat 
down in a quiet corner to relax after a day’s 
r work, it would be up to him to remark: 
‘By the way, have you heard this one 
about air-brakes?’ Or, ‘Here is a good 
one I heard today about the heating sur- 
face of the new Southern Pacific locomo- 
tives.’ Folks don’t expect such things of 
these gentlemen. No, not any more than 
they would look to the editor of the 
Undertaker’s Age-Herald, upon being in- 
troduced, to come right back with: 

“*As I was saying to a man only 
today, the couch type of casket is gain- 
ing steadily in popularity among dis- 
criminating users.’ 

“A lot of other instances might be 
mentioned,” bewailed the writer of humor, 
“but nothing is to be gained by repeti- 
tion. The fact remains that members of 
my craft are the only ones who are ex- 
pected to talk shop, the minute they 
shake hands. And if, with a semblance 
of good grace, they accept the inevitable, 
and relate in desperation what they be- 
lieve to be worthy of a laugh, the com- 
pany merely smiles wanly, and one man, 
bolder or more brutal than the rest, in- 
variably remarks: : —=_ x 

“*T may be thick, old thing, but I don’t get that at all. 
What’s the point?’” 


Nerve- Racking 
“That office boy gets on my nerves.” 
“Why so? He doesn’t whistle.” 
“There you are! Why doesn’t he? 
to know.” 


That’s what I want 


The Quick and the Dad 
“At last I’ve caught you kissing my daughter.” 
“If you weren’t so darn slow, you would have caught me 
at first.” 
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Mopern CourtTsHIP 


“Miss LaSatie, may I PRESENT MY FRIEND JACKSON Parke.” 
“PLEASED TO MEET YOU, DEAR.” 

“DARLING, NAME THE DAY.” 

“RIGHT Now.” 
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The Failures 


By Wau 


N this world, so chill and drear, some men seem to lack a 
punch; they are straggling in the rear, far behind the win 
ning bunch 

Some men gather in the kale, having picnics all their 


l while the failures only fail, in their fifty-seven ways 


aays 
Some men ride in rich sedans, puffing smoke from fine cigars 
while the weary also rans plug along with henrycars. 

This condition makes us tired; in this world there is some 


ho are inspired think there ought to be a 


’ 


flaw; and the chaps w 
law 
But the failures always failed since old Adam steered his 
plow, and no statutes have availed from that epoch until now. 
I reside in Easy street, and my waist is lined with lard; and 
detractors say, “Oh, Pete! Luck is with so punk a bard! He 
finds all the sledding nice, and he rides in Pullman trains, while 
true poets lack the price of a shelter when it rains. Milton sold 
his epic grand for a paltry fifty bones; countless poets have been 
canned under paupers’ graveyard stones. Yet this fat old cross- 
roads bard, who can’t sing for musty prunes, takes in long green 
by the yard for his dippy bughouse tunes.” 

That’s the way they always talk when a fellow gains success; 
that’s they always knock—but they cause me no 
distress. 

Milton ate his frugal lunch washed with water from the well 


the wav 


T \LAsSon 


BARTON 


RALPH 


for he seemed to lack the punch—lacked the poke that rings the 


bell. And my stuff is better far than the junk he used to put; 
and I have an air-cooled car, while J. Milton went on foot. 

You may whoop for Milton’s dope till the bobtailed cows 
come home, but I’ll never draw, I hope, what they paid him for 
a pome. If I couldn’t make a wad writing rhymes that search 
the soul, I would go and buy a hod, or try fishing with a pole. 
I want costly things to eat and a motor car so fine that the 
people in the street will discuss its chaste design. I don’t care 
vhat people say of the merits of my verse when my form’s 
been hauled away in the village motor-hearse 

Why do better bards go broke in this world so dark and dank, 
while I leave a trail of smoke as I choo-choo to the bank? 

Could the statesmen frame a law that would change this 
form of grief, making men like Milton draw checks that stagger 
all belief? 

You may argue, you may talk, but this truth is smoking 
hot: For some men the ghost will walk, and for others it will 
not. 

And the failures always roast those who gain the higher 
place, but they don’t abuse the ghost, whose behavior’s a dis- 
grace 

Till this planet, old and stale, goes to ruin with a whoop, 
some will gather in the kale, some will gather in the soup. 
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Wen You're A TENANT IN A House Tuat’ 
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When the Cat’s Away 


Harry Ih Si 


IY "H 17 Ais wife thought he would do wi /¢ 


Ruin his digestion eating in restaurants 


Perhaps flirt a littl 


Forget to have his neck shaved the ba 
smoke too many cigars 
What he thoueht he would do hin 


11 


Attend as many cellar parties as possible. 
| ind a res kless blonde some whe r¢ 
Have the boys up for a quiet game 


Have two yes, even three cups oO! cofiee in the morning 


; u fle ti uly lid 
i ae lid 


; 


Being short-handed at the office on account of it being 


tion time, he works early and late He found that by doing 


three men’s work, he would just be able to make the 4.30 trail 


Saturday afternoon so he could come home with her 


Certainly, a man wrote this. No woman could think 


it up 


Chamber-Music 


By Leonarp Haut 


I ENVY not the great of earth 
Whose pelf can buy melodic nights, 
Who hear great music brought to birth, 
Who glitter with the glittering lights. 


For them the Pharisaic sigh 
The chaste applause of flutte red fans. 
To simple wretches such as I 


God giveth melody in cans 


With pipe aglow I sit at eas 
Garbed, if I choose, in corduroys— 
And plu k what waxen flower I ple ise 
From gardens of harmonic joys 


And when in the eternal war 

Che might of Mammon victor seems, 
I hie me to the corner store 

And buy a dollar’s worth of dreams. 





In Time of Stress and Storm 
By KATHERINE Nt 
D' ) you know, Mayme, if there happened to be 
a fire, or a flood, or an earthquake, I would 
tick to mv post Duty is first.” 
I don’t know, Id: Your life is vour life and 


] 
mu can ONnIV Hive once 


Well, I would never desert my post. I always 
lid admire brave people. Do my ears show?” 
No, | ul there isa dab ol powde r on vour nose 
Then Ida turned to me 
Do vou wish to send a telegram?” she asked 
I had been waiting five minutes bv the clock for 


e of them to notice me 


SALI Not So Far to Go 


VWeldrum (be ing me asured for a new suit W here 
the man who used to measure me 
The Tailor—He had to quit He got rheumatisr 
couldn't stoop low enough to measure to the bottoms of 
Ss trousers 
Weldrum—W hat is he doing now 
The Tailor Measuring for a ladies’ tailor 


Perfect Alibi 
You say you have never loved before 
Never.” 
Chen how did you learn to love like this 


Eligible 
rhere’s talk of a good business man for President.” 
“Well nobody ever said I wasn’t a good business man,” 
wnded Senator Grabb. 


res} 


t 


A Telephone Cali 
Guess you young fellows had better go to the "phone in 


Dod I dunno w ho’s wanted +s 
What is it boss?”’ 
Somebody wants ‘dearest.’”’ 
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GETTING THE SIGNALS MIXED IN 1950. 
SAY I SIGNALED FOR A GRAPEVINE TWI UNDER HIS LEFT 
CORKSCREW AROUND HIS RIGHT ANKLE!” 
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Tue Musician 





Tue Lovers 
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Tue Actor 


Tue Oprictan 


“By Turin Treap Ye SHaLtt Know 


Tue JEWELER 


Tue Doctor 
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NSTRUMENTS have been de- 
vised so delicate in their adjust- 
ment that they will record the heat 
radiated to earth by a distant star. 
Science may some time perfect an 
instrument still more delicate; one 


that will record, of a cold Spring 


\MELS usually die on or before 
their fortieth - birthday. But 
don’t feel superior. How long would 


yu last, at a rough guess, if you 


A 


, } 
had aS manv stomachs to ab Ise as 





a camel: 


Ure. P Parzenu—H lo yy ly N Illinois jail-breaker returned 
' mM ) 1K BO . voluntarily to cell and servitude 
because of the stiff cost of living 


; tT} 


Che poet s theory, long accepted, that “stone 


walls do not a prison make, nor iron bars a cage’”’ has 


In the Gazing Crystal 


lu RA 


been jarred off its metrical feet by brutal economics. 


' O' l of the East you come. the dreamy East ’ ’ ’ 
Holding what message, in your crystal deeps; N! W YORK clubs have been hit hard by the neces- 
l : 


Above vou loomed m rchance some pagan priest sitv of cutting out their bars, and only one of the 
In far forgotten lands where silence creeps suggestions offered affords promise of practical relief. 
I ps held by some princess who now sleeps It is that instead of asking members not to talk aloud in 
Knowing your prophecy as false or true; club libraries or reading rooms, house committees re- 
What golden tide of fortune near me sweeps, quest them a peak eas is 
Or wl it dept of disaster is my due 
The Professor Was Hep 
Always I ponder on life's tangled skein, “Now, professor, would it be intelligible if I descended from 
And far I’m buffeted by tedious tides; the hypothetical and asked you a question in the vernacular?’ 
The future’s dim wherein l peer ind strain, “Oh, ves l get vou » 


And from your strength I look for friendly guides; 
Tell me shall we forget our growing thirst Unprecedented 
And do I get a flat on May the first Hokus—I rather fancy Borrowell wasn’t pleased with the 
umbrella I loaned him last week 


| Thumbnail Essays a 
{ e returned it today. 


SING SING prison markets shoes of its own manufac Wifely Errand 
\ ture it , : 


v4.50 per parr, but can sell them only to Out shopping with your wife today, I see.” 
blic institutions. Once the cost of living has driver N xactly shopping. She’s going to a business college t 
to the Poor pick out a stenog 
Hiouse, tor ex rapher for m« 
le \ be i 
ted to buy Encouraging 
uir ot Sing Beatrix Rob is 


Sing’s $4.50 shoes. awfully nice, but he’s 
so dreadfully bash- 


A BURGLAR, ful Does he ever 

. caught in put his arm around 

C} iv had i your 

Bible in h pOs- Rhoda—W ell, he 
on with a re helps. 


; 


circle aroul 





At Drill 
“Look here, sir! 
Did you receive or- 


the WO i " ** Seek, 





( 
and ye shall find.” 
He knew better 
than to circle the . ders to dismount?” 
suggestion, “Ask, Jack Spr att he for ed a Fliv, “I did.” 

nd it shall be And o Smal ial b th. you see, “Where from?” 
viven unto you.” They used SOME Gasolene! “Hind-quarters!’ 
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His Specialty 
y Tom P ORGAN ye 
By Tom P. M YB 


HAT there young feller that has been coming to see my 

oldest girl, Zanzaline, lately is the doggonedest sticker 
and stayer I ever had the pleasure of witnessing,’ grumbled 
Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark *Along about ten 
o’clock of a Sunday night me and wife and the rest of the chil 
dren begin to yawn on him. It ort to be hint enough for any 
body when fifteen folks, big and little, come into the room, set 
around on chairs, stools and the floor, with their heads hanging 
open till you can durn nigh see their appetites. 

‘But. dad-burn him, he lingers right along through three 
quarters of an hour of it, and continues to remain when the baby 
comes dragging his hat in and goes to kicking it around the 
room, setting down on it, and all such. He sticks right on the 
job till I begin to talk about naming no names and meaning 
nobody in pertickler but if a certain cuss within the sound of my 
voice don’t tear out pretty soon b’hung if I don’t take a shot Dr 
at him. And then he says it looks sorter like rain, or something 


that-a-way. and he reckons he ort to be peroozing along. I oO} 
don’t mind a feller coming around once in a while, but I don't 


want him to grow fast 
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= 








by CLirton Meek 


‘STRANGE THAT IT DO! "lf MENTION THE DISCOVERY 


CHEESE!” 


oh] 


‘‘No Experience Necessary, Etc. 


Scenario Editor—Remember what Barnum said? 

Tag! Youre It! Director—That ene is born every minute? 
Window-dresser—Shall I place the “$15” tags on the shirts? Scenario Ed.—Yes. Well, they’re all trving to write photo 
P) prietor Or the neckties—what’s the difference? plays. 

Not In Full Armor 
Lerret—Did vou ever see Miss Sweltig in a bathing suit? Hilda—How did Fanchecte look at the ball last night? 
Vadilloh—No. But I’ve often seen her almost out of one Wilda—Charming. She wore an evening skirt of silver 


brocade, and carried a lip stick set with 























diamonds. 


The Old Order Is on the Bias 

I met a vampire. 

She didn’t have any blood red roses 
anywhere. 

She did not glance at me through 
heavy half-closed eyelids. 





She never hissed a hiss. 

She said her favorite drink was a 
marshmallow fudge. 

She seemed real put out when a gust 
of wind flipped her skirt a trifle reck- 
lessly. 

She coughed when a zephyr of my 
cigarette smoke assaulted her nose. 

What are we coming to? 

Is everything going to pot? 


Pure Fancy 


“Excuse me, sir, you have made a 
mistake,” said the taxicab driver to 
Jones ‘ This isn’t a one-dollar bill 


vou've given me, it’s a five. 

Jones fainted. 

Deeply moved, the taxicab driver 
knelt by the prostrate body. He was 
replacing the five-dollar bill in Jones’s 
pocket when a policeman stepped up 
and arrested him for assault and at- 
tempted robbery. 








Drawn by G. B. Inwoop 
“Gosu! Tuts FAN I MADE DON’T KEEP ME VERY COOL.” 
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Moral. Don’t waste any sympathy 
on the taxicab driver This didn’t 
happen. 
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Revsen P. Sreicuer, President Georce I. Steicuer, Secretary \. E. Rotiaver, Treasurer Grant E. Hamitton, Art Editor 
Perriton Maxwe tt, Editor James S. Metcarre, Contributing Editor J. A. Watpron, 4 ate Editor 
ee esaseaineicieleiaianeantlisieteeeisinbaandinaselintetinaatsiennnttiag acide 
” HERE’S a riot down at Clancy’s. Send the dealt had notice to the contrary, their need was so great for a 
reserves settlement of some kind that they were glad to accept even this 


A message like that re eived at headquarters 
or at one of the police stations of the new 
League of Nations—not the Wilsonian League 
which has so completely fizzled out—might serve to save the 
world from a great war springing from some local and petty 
brawl or outbreak of racial feelings 
Such a League has become a possibility of the not remote 
future. It is by no means a new idea and began to take form 
with the establishment of the Hague Tribunal. Its friends and 
advocates encountered and became acquainted with the enor- 
mous difficulties of making a whole world appreciate the bene- 
fits and join in the establishment of a league which should wipe 
out the horrors of war. They went ahead but, as they were 
compelled to, slowly. They gained a partial acquiescence of 
nations in the establishment of a court to which differences 
might voluntarily be referred instead of settling them by a re- 
sort to arms 
The great war gave all humanity such a terrific object lesson 
in the cruelty and suicidal waste of the old method of settling 
national disputes that it became evident to thinkers and states- 
men that the time would soon be ripe to put in effect the new 
and more rational method of a decision by an international 
court and the enforcement of its decrees by irresistible joint 
actor 
[ parce NATELY President Wilson grasped the world’s 
' opportunity as his own, individual opportunity. As with 
Kipling’s monkey, there was too much ego in his cosmos. He 
saw the immediate possibility of a world blessing as many 
others had seen it before him. But he saw also the glory that 
would accrue to the one man who could make it seem his own 
individual accomplishment 
That glory he was unwilling to share with any one else. To 
insure it to himself he refused to accept counsel or to postpone 
his demands until peace was made and the nations had had time 
to bind up their wounds. The formula of his making must be 
accepted instantly, then and there, without the dotting of an i 
or the crossing of a t. To carry his compact, he sought to cor 
vey the impression that to it he had the authority to bind the 
honor of his own country. Even though those with whom he 


uncertain assurance 

rhe rest is too fresh in mind to need detailed repeating 
Fortunately for us and for the future of a new League there 
were in Washington enough Americans of clear vision and cour 
ageous patriotism to postpone assent to President Wilson’s 
individual aspirations and plans long enough for the whole 
people to become aware of their true nature and their alarming 
possibilities for America 


HE people have made up their minds. This is evident so 

early in the presidential campaign that it seems a pity so 
much importance was given to the issue of Mr. Wilson’s League 
that we were denied the opportunity of fighting out the election 
on questions now of more importance to the American people 
than just how the Wilson project is to receive its quietus. 

This does not mean that we are not to have a League of Na 
tions. Even now there is one in the process of making but it will 
be the product of wise thought and careful consideration and 
not the hurried offspring of one man’s urgency and insistence 
It will avert the wars of the future, a thing which it is made more 
evident every day Mr. Wilson’s League never could have done 
Its signatories will sign under no duress and with no false pre 
tences. When America joins it will be with full knowledge of 
what the new League implies in sacrifice, what it proposes to 
accomplish and what it may reasonably be expected to do. It 
will receive the assent of the whole people instead of merely the 
signatures of the President and the selected few he chose to sign 
with him. It will be a product of sane human sense and not of a 
misguided, hysterical horror of war. The decrees of its courts 
will be respected and enforced by the public opinion of the 
world 

If there is a riot at Clancy’s or on the confines of Mesopota 
mia, Uruguay, Poland or Persia, the international police will 
stop the fight and the offenders will be bound over to keep the 


peace. 


HE Ponzi episode raises the question of whether such a thing 
as popular education is possible. From the days of the 
Mississippi scheme and the South Sea Bubble down to those 
of Five-hundred-and-twenty-per-cent Miller and later, no 
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Digest of the World’s Humor 


Retort Courteous.— He—l 
when all women vote, the party managers 
will have to put handsome men on their 
tickets for candidates. 

She—What makes you think women 
will demand handsome men to vote for 
when you look at the kind the most of 


suppose 
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Good Old Times—Buell 
quite an old-timer, isn’t he? 

Swope—I should say so! 
can remember when a person cculd make 
a statement regarding National 
question and two or three men would 
with him.— New 


Harvey is 


them marry? 


He says he 


some 


foie 





immediately agree 
York Evening Post 

A Comparison—Goshall— Mexico re- 
minds me of a roller towel 

Hemlock—I don’t gettcha. 

Goshall—The history of it is just one 
revolution after another and each revolu- 
tion seems to make it worse.—Y oungs- 
town Telegram. 


AND LIVED 


Baltimore American. 


Yet They Were Reasonably Happy 


‘I pon'’T KNOW HOW PEOPLE GOT ALONG 
WITHOUT 
ROADS AND STEAMSHIPS IN THE OLD DAYS.” 

*“Ou, THEY GOT ALONG ALL RIGHT, BUT THEY 
DIDN'T LIVE; THEY DIED.” 


Mr. Brown was until 
Methodist 
But recently he not 
only withdrew from his honored position 
but ceased to be as regular an attendant 


Its Own Place 
recently a deacon in the 
church in his town. 


at church as formerly. The minister, 
54¢ who came to call at the Brown home, de- 
‘*, manded the reason for this failure. “My 
is rheumatism is much worse than it has 
f been for years,” Mr. Brown began, “and 
I can not walk so far.” 

“Tut, tut,” laughed the minister. “I 
believe it is a lack of religion.” 

“Sir,” Mr. Brown drew himself up 
firmly, ‘“‘my religion is in my heart 
Strix (Stockholm not in my legs.’ —Jndianapolis News. 


TELEPHONES, RAIL- 


lesson has been more frequently and emphatically banged into 
the heads and pocket-books of the public than the plain one that 

brutally expressed—a fool and his money are soon parted. 
Humanity knows instinctively that it is dangerous to jump into 
deep water unless we know how to swim. No amount of educa 
tion by reading or example keeps folks from jumping into get 
rich-quick enterprises without the slightest knowledge of busi 
ness or finance. 

Popular education in other directions seems equally futile. 
The greater the advantages provided the less the masses seem to 
profit. Free education was to be the corner-stone and founda- 
tion of American liberty. It has been provided amply, from the 
primer to the highest post-graduate courses. Looking at the 
results in politics, art, literature and in the standards and ideals 
of the people at large, it is not entirely pessimistic to wonder 
whether we would perhaps not have been better off to have 
stopped at the little red school-house stage and let further edu- 
cation come only to those who valued it enough to work for it. 
The weak spot seems to be that in seeking to make education 
general we have confused education with wisdom and common 
sense. 

The idea was tersely expressed by the millionaire father who 


lamented that he had wasted a ten-thousand-dollar education 
on a two-dollar-and-a-half son. 


ENNESSEE appears to be making, at present writing, a 

valiant effort to lock the stable door after the horse has 
been stolen. Woman suffrage is so actual in the country at 
large and the gaining of some other state through woman’s 
irresistible persistence is so certain in the near future, that all 
the energy being expended in Tennessee seems like shooting in 
the air. However, Southern legislatures have to amuse them- 
selves in their own way and this is Tennessee’s own affair even 
if God’s screechers from other states have sought by their lobby 
ing to give it a national aspect. 

The news that Tennessee had actually ratified threw the 
politicians into fits of speculation as to what effect the added 
woman’s vote would have on the presidential result. As in 
other cases where mere man is dealing with wily woman, the 
speculation landed nowhere because it had no sure basis to go 
on. Equally interesting but more local is the speculation as to 
how greatly the spite vote of the professional Suffragists is 
going to affect the election of Senator Wadsworth in New York 
State 

















Not a Liar—He had been fishing, but 
vith bad luck. On his wav home he 
entered a fishmonger’s shop and said to 
the dealer: “ John, stand over there an 
throw me five of the biggest of thos« 

out!” 

Throw ‘er What for?” asked t 
ealer, in amazement 

I want to tell the familv I caught ’en 
I may be poor fisherman, but I’m no 
liar.’ London Tit-Bii 

Impossible Gabbleton tells a funny 
story of how he shortchanged a taxicab 
ariver’ ? 

Ihe infernal liar 
\h You KNOW Gabbleton 
No, but I know taxicab drivers 
¢ Catv Star 


Magnified Importence “Why do 
the police insist on referring to you as a 
master mind?” said the contemptuous 
colleague in crime 

I dunno,”’ answered Bill the Burg, 
unless it’s because I’m the only regular 
rook the police have captured ina long 

time and thev want to make as much fuss 
Washington Star 
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over me as pos ible 


How It Was Done—An Americar 


griculturist was telling tall tales of big 


roods of chickens Twenty chicks 
rom twelve eggs appeared to be quite an 
evervday event it the states if the 


es he told were tru 
Happet you never see so mans i 
hundred hatched by one hen at a sitting? 
asked a Suffolk man across the table 
The Yankee guessed that he’d never 
seen quite sucl brood as that 
“Well, [ hey then, muster 


the Suffolk man 


retorted 
Down Ipswich way we 
always fill a barrel with « ggs n’ set t’ow 


henor the bunghole!”’ J } lon Te le gra pi 


How Do You Account for This? 
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Dut Lour X\ HE}? ARE MUCH HIGHER THAN THEY WERI 


AND YET \rHERE WA VO TRIKE UNDFE 


Louris XV!"—La Baionnette (Par 
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A Victim of Environment 
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Fair Record Has vour son gone 
nto business vet 
No.” said Mr. Grabcoin, ** but I’m in 
lined to be lenient with Jac k and let hin 
oaf for several vears if he wants to.”’ 
VW hv so?” 
He got through college without get 
ting engaged to a chorus girl, smashing his 
ittomobile and joining the Glee Club.” 


B minegham 1 Hera 


Help! Chere isn’t muchI don’t know 
about the English language 
e long-haired man in the club 


boasted 

“T'll test vou,” a friend picked him up 
juickh I'll dictate a paragraph to 
you 

With an assured air the boaster seized 
his pencil, but his jaw dropped as he 
heard 

As Hugh Hughes was hewing a vule 

log from a vew tree a man dressed in 
clothes of a dark hue came up to Hugh 
ind said: “Have you seen my ewes?” 

“*Tf you will wait until I hew this vew 
tree I will go with vou anywhere in Eu- 
said Hugh.”’ 
Times-Picayune 


ope to look for your ewes 7 


Vew Orlean 


The News Direct 
never read a newspaper from one year’s 
end to the other.”’ 

That doesn’t matter; they’ve en 
gaged a maid who’s lived in about 
every family on the block.’’—Baltimore 
American. 


“ Those people 
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She Is Surprised—* My wife doesn’t 
inderstand the stock ex hange.”’ 

“What now?” 

“She went there and they refused to 
exchange some stock Louisville Cow 


er-J ournal 


Hard to Believe—A workman in 
factory on the west side received a bad 
cut on the face Before they could get 
him to the doctor’s office, he fainted. The 
first thing the doctor did was to pour a 
large drink of bottled-in-bond down 
him The doctor then dressed his 
wound and the man went his way But 
in about a half hour the man was back at 
the office with his wife, and as he came in 
he said 

“She won't believe me.” 

“Won't believe what?” exclaimed the 
doctor 

With that the wife cried out, “I’ve 
lived with this man too long not to know 
when he’s drunk and been fightin’.”’ 


Indianapolis New 


Persistent—* That’s the seventh tim 
that young man has passed our house.”’ 

“ Then why don’t you come away trom 
the window 

“Not likely. 1 don’t see why I should 
"Blanco vy Negro (Madrid 


give in first 


Ammunition for the Enemy 
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Urs. Mug JUST TO THINK OF YOUR 
COMING HOME AT TWO IN THE MORNING, AND 
IN SUCH A CONDITION I SHALL BE OBLIGED 
rO LECTURE YOU SEVERELY. Now Go BRING 
ME MY FALSE TEETH Ueegendorfer Blaetter 


(Munich). 





**Out of the Mouths of Babes’ 














Widower (who has married again Wert, Dori 


Dor SHE’s NOT NEW—SHE’S SECOND-HANI 








His Device—* How come you lo get 
that gang of city fellers to come out and 
spade up your farm?” inquired Clem 
Jeter of the grizzled old farmer. “When 
I drove by there a while ago, they was 
a-spadin’ all over the place.” 

“Well, I wasn’t feelin’ like workin’ 
myself,” replied the g. o. f., “so I sorta 
insinuated down at the post-office tuther 
day that I had seen a feller burying some 
thing that looked like a gallon of likker 
tuther night.”—Barber County ( Kans. 
Index. 
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WHAT D'YOU rHINK OF YOUR NEW MAMM 


London Ma 


- 


Economics — “Josh,” said Farmer 
Corntossel to his son, “ I wish, if you don’t 
mind, you'd eat off to yourself instead of 
with the summer boarders.”’ 

“Isn’t my society good enough for 
them?”’ 

‘Your society is fine. But your appe- 
tite sets a terrible example.’’—W ashing 
ton Star 


The Important Thing—‘ Do you 
say that your hens ‘sit’ or ‘set’?”’ asked 
the precise pedagogue of the bus) 
housewife. 

“It never matters to me what I say,” 
was the quick reply. “What concerns 
me is to learn, when I hear the hen 
cackling, whether she is laying or lying.” 

Farm and Fireside 
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by Heawan Parmer 


A Vamp, Red-Headed Matches, and Quitters 


By Benyamin De CASSERES 


The Eternal Vamp 

HO would have believed that the gentle author of 
] “Jean Christophe’’—over whose lapis-lazuli soul so 
many of us shed little opal tears—would ever con 
tract the habit of laughing diabolically, like Satan 
ind Tom Masson? It all came about through Romain Rolland 
falling into a green sickness known as pacifism when the war 
broke out—a Romain salad sickness, so to speak. Nature had 
dealt him a raw hand—she made him a sentimental idealist and 

then pulled off a war right under his window. 

Rolland retired to the Woolworth Tower of Switzerland and 
smiled diabolically. All sentimental idealists smile diabolically 
when Truth lands on their conks. Then he took his pen in hand 
and wrote “Liluli” (Boni & Liveright). And he wrote some 
thing tremendous—a farce that no “‘movie” concern or dra 
matic producer will bid for. It is too big, too true, and too 
humorous—humorous in the sense that life is a colossal jest. 

Liluli is the Goddess of Illusion. The New Republic would 
call her the Ideal. Hiram Johnson would call her Chimera 
She rules everything and everybody—diplomats, intellectuals, 
\mendment-busters, lovers, patriots, Billy Sunday, Bolshev 
ists, tenors, moon-grabbing babies, Nicky Arnsteins and 
George Bernard Shaws. The world is her stage and we are her 
John Barrymores and Eva Tanguays. She’s a peach of a hussy 

fair-haired, slim, big blue eyes, girlish arms, a Galli-Curci 
voice and a Mack Sennett waistline. 

Now, there is one old guy who thinks he’s immune from the 
wiles of Liluli. His name is Polichinello and he bolted her 
Convention of Boobs in the Very Beginning. He is the Lord of 
Laughter, sneers, carries a Mocking Intelligence on his lips and 
in his eve. He has an enormous hump, and while humanity 
fights, grubs, argues and utters its various tribal slogans he 
Smiles Aloof and scratches his bump. But in the final battle 
royal of civilizations and ideals, when the vamp Liluli sends us 
all in the Yawning Abyss together and notwithstanding, Polichi 
nello goes down under the heap—for the Laughing Intelligence 
of man is only another one of lil’ o’ Uli’s marionettes. 

\ book to be read after you’ve read all other books. 

There are thirty-two wood-cuts by Frans Masereel. They 
are as extraordinary as the book. 


The Manna of Barytones 


HAVE often wondered how great singers got their start, 

and also why. We all know what becomes of them. They 
get entombed in music-boxes and finish their days by keep- 
ing hard-working night workers awake all day 

But how do our opera stars get started? Why are some bom 
to sing, and the rest of us born only to croak? I found the vocal 
mystery ef the ages solved on page 4 of a “Quaker Singer’s 
Recollections,”” by David Bispham (Macmillan). At the dar- 
ling age of two he began to feed himself on red-headed sulphur 
matches. It upset his little internal thermos so much that he 


set up a terrible bawling. His father was stupefied, for instead 
of yowling like a regular kid David was crying forth airs from 
one of Beethoven’s comic operas! 

This was on Seventh Street, in Philadelphia, back in 1850. 
James Huneker lived next door. He was sent for and adminis 
tered a regular daily diet of red-headed sulphur matches to the 
coming great barytone. Jim and Dave were playmates, but 
parted company during the Presidential campaign of 1860 over 
politics, Jim advocating a proletarian derby for Lincoln’s head 
and Dave standing for the capitalistic golf cap. 

David continued eating these matches regularly, the 
sulphur going clean to his boots, whence comes that great organ 
like voice that intones Kurwenal, Beckmesser, Alberich and 
Killicrankie O! 

He played Hunding once up in the Met. He ordered a meal 
from Gazzo’s, on the comer, to be served to him after the first 
act. The waiter dumped the meal on the stage before him just 
as he was relating his last bear-hunt to Sieglinde. 

An appallingly human and fascinating book for a barytone 
to have written. A tenor always keeps a diary; it is well that a 
barytone has “Recollections.” 


The Quitters 

RENA SELCOSS had been born on American soil. 

She was an almost admitted daughter of the Man with 
the Hoe who tilled the soil, and a quasi-reputed grand- 
daughter of Maud Muller who raked in the hay on the soil. 

Three men of varying size sweatbands wanted to make 
Brena their week-end wife 

But Brena’s soul, like her décolleté, was above suspicion. 
She had played Caesar’s wife in one-night stands 

These three men, one after the next, began to vanish (“‘ The 
Vanishing Men,” by Richard Washbum Child; E. P. Dutton & 
Co.). Dark clouds began to segregate over the head of Brena. 
Ill winds began to blow. Dame Rumor laid down her knitting 
and looked as though she was going to have an inkling. 

Muriel Benham was the Species. She played tennis sus 
piciously. Muriel was one of the Allies, English—but who 
knows? She had a high-powered nature with rubber-heel eyes. 

The three men are still vanished as the theme tangles around 
Chapter XVI. Pete De Wolf left his traveling bag on the Fifth 
Avenue sidewalk while he went in to buy some alcoholic 
almonds. The traveling bag vanished. The traffic cop, when 
Pete complained, signaled “Go!” to a gray car 

he three men are still not heard from when Colby Penning- 
ton curses prohibition from his club window near E. P. Dutton 
& Company. A man passes witha scar on his eardrum. A white 
wing whistles and adjusts his spats superciliously. Brena passes 
in her horse-cab, raising clouds of fate all around her. 

It is night in London (New York Central time). It is 2 A.M. 
in Patchogue. The sun is throwing off its blankets of darkness 
in Odessa. The mesh closes around and around. 

The Baffling Enigma continued 
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JUDGE pays $1 each for accepted BAD Breaks clipped from newspapers, magazines or books. Original clippings with source indi- 


cated must be furnished to show the bona fide nature of the BAD BREAK 


No rejected BAD BREAK will be returned unless postage is 


inclosed The editer cannot enter into correspondence with contributors to this department. A prize of $5 will be paid fi r the best 


Bap BREAK accepted ea h week 


Nature Plays no Favorites—‘ How- 
ard Holt, a farmer, and his son, Gerald, 
were killed yesterday by a bolt of light- 
ning which struck a barn in which they 
were working. THE BARN AND NINI 
\NIMALS WERE KILLED.”—WN. Y. Evening 
World. (Lillian Wesp. 


Wadda Yer Mean “Jurisdiction?” 

“There is absolutely NO JURISDICTION 
for the spirit of pessimism and uneasiness 
prevalent in business and financial cir 
cles in many sections of the United States 
today.”’— Albany Knickerbocker-Press. 
(Morris Dworkin.) 


The Small Beginning—“ Then came 
Sir Thomas’ challenge with a 75 footer to 
race in 1914 and Shamrock IV was on 
her way to America when the WORLD 
was started.”"—Wichita Eagle. (Hazel 
Douglass.) 


Tying Up the Tide—‘“ The engineer 
of the Mackintosh, hearing the com 
plaints of the fishermen, oiled up a large 
bundle of WATER, set it afire and tossed 
‘t into the floating oil.”’— Philadelphia 
Inquirer. (Harry Brooks.) 


Who Would Have Thought It? 
“According to the census of 1920, there 
were then in the United States 3,555 
nersons 1T00O YEARS of age or over.” 
Waterbury (Conn.) Democrat. (John 


Keaney.) 


Girl Hunger—‘“ The popular young 
man claimed that never in his life had he 
been able to truthfully state that he had 
‘at one sitting, had all the FRIEND 
chicken that he wanted.’”— Middletown 
(O.) News-Signal. (Karl B. Pauly.) 


Brought to Their Senses—‘J. B. 
Norman and his 17-year-old daughter, 
were killed and 12 other persons KNOCKED 
conscious by lightning striking a school 
house at Enville, 40 miles from here.’’— 
Pittsburg Leader. (Edward O'Bryan.) 


Dumb Driven Cattle—‘Three 
Holstein cows of Abington Township was 
recently held at the Waverly Community 
house for the purpose of organizing a 
Woman’s League for Political Education. 
About forty members were enrolled and 
officers elected.”— Wilkes-Barre Record. 
Oscar Renfer.) 


Breaking the Rule—‘The longest 
major league baseball game was played 
this year between Boston and Brooklyn 
twenty-six INCHES.”—New York Globe. 
(George Turitz.) 


Refining Influences—“ Mr. and Mrs. 
Hugh Leonard and the White Eagle Re 
finery plant is being remodeled and in 
creased extensively. A number of new 
stills are being added.”’— Augusta (Kan. 
Gazette. (Hazel Douglass 





This Week’s Prize “Break” 
Contributed by 
D. A. MacDona.p 
Kentville, N. S., Can. 
An Ear-Splitting Reception 
“Holland was greeted with a 
LOUD BURST OF SILENCE, and took 
his place on the right side of the 
ring.’"—X-Ray Magazine, Kent- 
elle, N.S. 
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The Lure of the Tomb—* The pop- 
lars have been taken out of Mount 
Calvary cemetery, and their removal 
improves appearances very materially, 
and makes this burial place much 
more INVITING.”— Native Copper Times 
(Mich.) (W. T. Hawken.) 


Still One of the Girls—“ LitrLe Miss 
Mary Douglas entertained a number of 
her young friends Friday afternoon in 
celebration of her THIRTIETH birthday.” 

Jacksonville Times-Union. (Miss E 
VW ote hell.) 


Why, Judge!!!—“On grounds of 
abandonment, Mrs. Margaret M. Margi- 
son was given a decree divorcing her from 
William C. Margison yesterday by 
Superior Judge Clifford, wHoM SHE MAR- 
RIED in 1903.""—TZacoma Daily Ledger. 
(Alvara P. Williams.) 


Dead Sure Trick—“ To show he was 
sincere the stranger left his umbrella with 
Olsen as security while he went into the 
bank. And then he DROPPED DEAD. It 
was the OLD TRICK of a confidence man.” 

Detective Story Magazine. (Wm. Ros- 
enberg.) 


The Hot Hand of Justice—“ Magis- 
trate McGeehan today fined each 
twenty-five dollars and they were warned 
if the nuisance was repeated jail sen- 
tences would be MELTED out.”—New 
York Globe. (Amos Barton.) 


His Short Comings—“ Mr. Paddok 
went to Short Tract Saturday but failed 
to get there on account of the high 
water.” —Angelica (N. Y.) Advocate. 
(Chas. S. S. Oaks.) 
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HAT 3 the secret ippeal of ivan igt 
Wh can le ibt that its Candid Vagral ¢ 
i ts u ius! lv irresp tv attract 
I} it < tinctive product of CI\ Zat 
tl ¢ tran | vii turn she sa grapt c Cf - 
tra al ther product ne bil ( aire alwa 1! 
< i¢ \r } he hold a peculiar Ttas¢ la tor me 
pe ol quite removed trom ! conaditi | tow I 
iche the street t autor ATIC cita I ( 
1 nishes the irk at Nis ease \mong ‘ t eas- 
yor! il scenes he enforce a re 4 all t 
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else could he i een His prefix ou I ma 
the sum ( disreputable des« f alive toda é 
\ ld freq tly be arres 1 for disé erly « uc a 
I trave ne we ld carr hell i er game 
sleeve Of course he might be a great « edia 
he flesh, as he has been impersonat H« isa 
iper-vagabe whose lin ere cast easing place 
ecause of the i c If time, and whose ecce 
\ made him cor i ) of prince (not ot 
tl gh comparat vely n Or ¢ nalit i 
Toby Belcl ‘Sir’ in his case emphasizes the empti- 
of tities He was vagrant bv instinct 
In literature vagabondag« alt the « nmonplac¢ 
Qn the tage toda a alway I been ‘ is¢ t 
( en the ! t salient and potent eleme! t interest ! 
| i Chere are la voeT who ¢ cl! be Vava- 
I ] n drama that have be me obsolete Stull 
ect r R fh / 1? i I i ne 1 b 
] epl | T¢ I i 1 pl. ed with less effect by other 


ivent theatregoer who remem- 


bers Rip will class Lightnin’ and Frank Bacon with that 


1 1 , ‘ 
rth and |} ch nterpreter The P and ndred 
‘ } } ’ + ] 

characters nave ee! ource ot i ( muititude 

ore ' . 1 , , 
Che French tage tor generatior ha had Robert 
VJ ure and hi ina | TI > enecies } ly . st 
icairé ana ft Klnarea ne speci¢ iS aiWavVs popu- 


lar. Robert Louis Stevenson and W. E. Henlev trans- 


planted Macaire to the English stage, though that stage 
} } 


has had many vagabonds of its own {lfred Jingle, an 


creati n, was another And today, in anv pila‘ 


The Vogue of the Vagabond 


By J. A. Watpron 
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< c i cter elat I Vagabd lia I hy at once 

( he atfection of audiences \lodern theologian 
he tate to indorse the ancient doctrine that hun anit\ 
vas originally depraved and in darkness continues de- 


raved, but a lot of people love the erring 

Che new season of the theatre in New York has 
aireadv seen a great varietv of “‘show os but no char- 
‘rin any play thus far produced has won the instant 
and enthusiastic approval that P. O. Heggie con mands 
“Happy-Go-Lucky.” He 
reil the true vagabond 
This comedy by Ian Hay, under the title of “A 


Bloomsbury Romance,” had a long run in London, 





where Arthur Bourchier ipersonated the bib lous and 
garrulous Sti/lbottle with a success note of which came to 
le. But Mr. Heggie, an accom, lished actor of 
ric art vives the réle a new and more 11 lividual 
t ne H Vv r! I it \ run nt I 1 ( n 
ougn the pla t elf Cause but a eason tal 
*Happy-( 0- Lucky ~ - thout Sil botile we ild d 
to the commonplace as comedy. It has merit and vari- 


reme value of his part Che motivity and figures are 
1 1 | ’ 
tly | nglish, some of the people having a flavor 


Dickens, and English actors make for verisimilitude, 


but the plo hack eved, am r lenouement tra- 
( nental 

\luch of the comedvy’s possible effectivenes s 
vasted in its manner. Its stage manager should know 

is no doubt he does know—that an American audi- 
ence need not be hammered into appreciation of a1 
type of playing. Subtlety and restraint are as safe here 
is they would be in any metropoli The vital scenes 


in “Happy-Go-Lucky” are interpreted in such an ex- 
travagant kev that they seem farcical. ‘The actors in 
their more artistic moments show that they can realize 
something resembling truth in their work: but some 
directing hand must have assumed that New York is 
con iguous Oa Crude I ‘ontier 

TI work of Hegvgie as Stillb nile redeem the com- 
edy and in itself rebukes overplaving. This actor has 
added another great vagabond to a stage gallery whose 
function it is to delight. Yet no acting can explain the 


mystery of the popularity of all v agabonds | indrama and 


literature in the light of the inhibitions of human im- 
j 
i 


pulse which education tries to ner 





















5 . 
3essie BarNiIcoAT As B 
Carit y ONCE MORE BETRAYS 
HER INNATE GIFT FOR CLEVER 

COMEDY. 


Tut DAZZLING SMILI Oo 


Jutrette Day as Lu Sm 

IN ScrAMBLED Wivt Is 
NOT FOR FRIEND HUSBAND 
Rotanp Youns). Lu 


4 CHARMING WIDOW-—GRASS 


—wnHo Loves L Mel 
G x ANDER 
Marnie CHAMBERS PONDERS 
SLY THE CONSEQUENC! Rotanp Younc (as Jol 
rms eT ae Chiverick, THE EX-HUSBAND) Is 


PUZZLING HOW TO SMUGGLE 
Miss Day To THE MAINLAND 
FROM ONE OF THE THOUSAND 
IsLANDS UNKNOWN TO HER 
ARDENT ADMIRER, GLENN AN- 
DERS, WHO ABHORS DIVORCED 
WOMEN. 











EN Mle tae ge any mse > * 


oA. Se 


J ULIETTE’S KNOWING REFLEC 
TION SMILES ASSURANCE THAT 
THE GOOD-NICHT OF HER WAIT- 
ING ADMIRER (GLENN ANDERS) 
MUST BE A LINGERING ONE. 
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Maxie CHAMBER Cuaracters in “ScraMBLeD Wives’ 
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The Clo 


By Myron M. St 


Jui N everybody inside an industry sits around tell 


/ ing evervbody else how good and wise and artistic 
and beautiful and efficient and economical and busi 
ness-like and progressive and just great they all are 


and everybody outside the industry says how poor and puerile 
and piffling it is, it’s time to take notice 

It’s not quite as bad as that in the movies, where there’s 
been a really big improvement during the past few years; but 
it’s plenty bad enough. Asa whole, the picture industry is more 
impervious to criticism, yet resents it more, than any other you 
can mention 

rell a movie man that nearly all pictures are still hardly 
more than juvenile, and he'll merely look at you pityingly out 
of his great big beautiful eyes before turning on his heel to 
walk away. Unless, that is, he is disposed to argue the 
matter—convincing himself anew with his own violent 
arguments 

rhat’s unhealthy. It’s bad enough for an individual to 
resent and reject honest criticism; with an industry that 
reaches and influences millions on millions of human beings 
daily, it’s a calamity 

You can form a pretty good esti 


sed Ear 
ARNS (‘‘LENSO”’ 


But the trade journal that can and does call a spadea 
spade scores, when it can and does boost, a hit eve ry time 

rhere’s just one such journal in the movies, so far as I know 
Phat is called *“*Wid’s,” and it has been one of the healthiest 
influences in the entire industry. Its proprietor, “Wid” Gun 
ning, started out calling a spade a spade, for the benefit of the 
motion picture exhibitor. Nine pictures out of ten he knocked; 
not because he wanted to, but because he honestly had to. 
(nd then, when he could and did boost, his boost carried a kick 
like a mule’s hind leg—and under favoring stars he prospered 
and waxed great. 

Unfortunately, with increasing prosperity “Wid” has found 
it increasingly difficult to remain as peppery as formerly, and 
though still far in advance of any others, his reviews lack the 
punch they once contained. They try to voice the same truth, 
but they speak more softly, and the noble truth isn’t quite so 
apt to ring home. 

loday, no intelligent, well-posted, observant human being 
can wander into movie palaces at random without being struck 

in spite of the admitted improvement of the past years 
by the extreme mediocrity (to put it gently) of the product 
on the screen. Here and there he may 
find a picture of rea! value; he’ll certainly 





mate of a man’s attainments from the 
way he takes or rejects criticism. The 
small man, the incompetent man, can’t 
stand it. The average man tolerates it SUDS 
—with some difficulty and the exercise 
of proper self-restraint. But the really 
great man welcomes it. Open-mind 
edly. Weighing it for what it is 


Pictures Worth Seeing: 


Good Pickford character-story. 
THE NOTORIOUS MISS LISLE 
Better than the name. 
THE MUTINY OF THE ELSINORE which we find: 


find plenty of no value. Let him look up, 
if he has time, the “reviews”’ of some of 
those hopeless photoplays—and see if he 
agrees with the “optimistic” critics. 
But wait a minute 
In a current magazine is a story in 


worth Realistic Jack London stuff. \ senile grandmother muttering 


"e 

Same way with an’ industry rhe 
degree to which it accepts honest criti 
cism is a fair criterion of its devel- 





According to that. the movies ar 
still pretty close to their swaddling 


clothes. a HUMORESQUE* 
“Don’t knock—boost'” is a slogan | ‘Heart interest ”’ 
that has to be scrutinized pretty care life. 


fully. Without criticism—if everything 
has to be considered good enough as it is 
you get no progress 
Moreover, the man—or industry 
that always “boosts” soon loses weight; 


EARTH-BOUND 


Death by double exposure. 
THE MOLLYCODDLE 


A CUMBERLAND ROMANCE* “blood!” 

A truly artistic picture. 
THE JACK-KNIFE MAN 
opment Amusing tale of old men and a boy. ity 


THE WHITE CIRCLE 
Melodrama, artistically filmed. 


Her brutish son 
His wife. crippled through his brutal- 


Their half-witted child, who catches 
vellow butterflies to pin on the wall. 

A man is murdered near the shack 
where these four pleasant people live. 
When officers come to arrest the hus- 


story of Hebrew 


SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUT band, he accuses his half-wit son. 


De Mille science film. 


After the oflicers have taken the son, 
the crippled wife accuses her brutish 
husband, and he murders her with an 
axe, while his mother mutters “blood!” 





the “boosts” lack punch; they mean Pleasant Fairbanks foolishness. The wife dies happy, knowing this 
nothing. | THE LOVE FLOWER second murder will get her husband hung. 

Look at the “boosting” reviews of Colorful Griffith melodrama. A yellow butterfly lights on her dead 
motion pictures in trade journals and THE WORLD AND HIS WIFE* | breast. The End. 


small dailies—ves, and in most of the big 
city papers, too—and see how much 
weight they carry. Practically none 


A tragedy of gossip. 
"Exceptionally good 


Well, maybé the movies aren’t so 
| bad, after all. ky fact, I think they’re 
pretty good. 
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LASOHH OO} 


Posed Exclusively for JUDGE 
It is hard to tell from her background whether Billie Burke 


has the floor or merely a side wall. Possibly it is the magic 
carpet on which she soars to fame and fortune, “Away Goes 
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having been her latest ride. ‘The Frisky Mrs. 


Johnson,” a sprightly film play, is next scheduled, and after that 


will come 


her fall and winter program on screen and stage. 
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and the Alarm! 
ver since her wedding- 
she had been 


The False Wife 
Doris was nervous I 


day just eight months before 
bothered by something which had never both 
ered her before—a husband. Husbands were 
but all of the married 


ed to have one of them at least, so 


such nuisances, anyway 
women seen 
Doris concluded that it was necessary. 

But now her husband was at work, and Joe 
was with her! Joe 
loved for the 


in her tin) 


whom she had passionately 
last eight days! They were alone 
ipartment. She stroked his hair 
He kissed 


Suppose 


tenderly and called him pet names 
her hand. But Doris was nervous! 
her husband should return and find them to 
gethe r 

Chere was a sudden step in the hall, and then 
some one fumbled with the lock Doris was 


transfixed with terror! She could not move 
He could but remain there 
by her side and await the consequences. The 
door opened and her husband entered, taking in 
the situation at a glance. He scowled at Joe 
and then dashed into the adjoining 
When he returned there was something 
metallic glistening in his hand. 

‘I’m tired of being bothered with this!” 
he shouted huskily. “This will fix you, you 
dog!” : 


neither could Joe 


angrily, 


room 


I love him!” shrieked Doris. 

“Oh, is that all?” he said and stopped sud- 
denly ‘Excuse me for interrupting you. I 
thought it was another bill collector.’’-— Penn- 
svivania Punch Bowl 


“Harry, don’t! 


Joyous, 


A Good Suggestion 
Che modern girl we can not kiss 
lis fatal now to gain this bliss 
Che rouge and paint and scented powder, 
Chat serve to make her beauty louder, 
Form on her face a deadly chowder 
Let man beware of this! 


rhe face of any fair coquette, 
Enameled like a bedroom set, 
Recalls to mind the ancient roon, 
Chat paint may can ouflage a prune. 
And beauty viewed beneath the moon 


Quite ofte n proves a losing be a 


What swains will do. is now the question, 


Since each caress gives indigestion 
Why don’t they use some sweet cement, 
Harmless, of melting flavors blent? 
Each kiss would then give nourishment. 
At least this is a good suggestion. 

Vir tiid Reel. 





n 
If 


She—I| pon’T KNow you FROM ADAM 
He—We.t! You ovcut to—I'mM DRESSED DIF- 
FERENT.—JV ashingt Sun Dodger 


n Bangs io 
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Irresponsible 








Tue Proressor Soy 


Lines to the Dining-Room Staff 
Dowager, who at the hash tray strives, 
Priestess High of the soup tureen, 

Lady in Waiting on forks and knives, 
Coffee-urn Countess and Ice Cream Queen,— 
Each of you, drop that pot or pan; 

Leave, for a moment, your separate ways 

lo hear me publish this solemn ban: 

‘Nix on Spaghetti, Milanaise.”’ 


Perhaps I err as regards the name 

For these cylindrical bars of stuff. 

What thoI do? It’s all the same; 
“Spaghetti” expresses it well enough. 
They are the cause of this tortured sigh, 
They are the reasons that all my days, 
Are spent in this one despairing cry,— 
“Nix on Spaghetti, Milanaise.”’ 


If you give ear to this plea of mine 

If you delete this unhappy dish— 

I will once more at Walker dine; 

Pay for my grub any price you wish. 

Vegetable hash I shall bravely eat, 

lo fritters of corn I shall sing my praise 

When gone is the need of this plaintive bleat— 
Nix on spaghetti, Milanaise.” 


L’Envoi 
I’ve had enough of these pasty clods; 
Helpless, I’ve put them on many trays. 
Feed me on asphalt—but by the gods! 
NOT on Spaghetti, Milanaise. 
Mass. Tech. Voo Doo. 
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NERVE EXHAUSTION 


By PAUL VON BOECKMANN 


How We Become 
Shell-Shocked in 
Every - Day Life 


Lecturer and Author of numerous books and trealises on Mental and Physical Energy, Respiration, Psychology, Sexual Science and Nerve Culture 


HERE is but one malady more terrible 

than Nerve Exhaustion, and that is its 

kin, Insanity. Only those who have passed 
through a siege of Nerve Exhaustion can under 
stand the true meaning of this statement. It is 
HELL; no other word can express it. At first, 
the victim is afraid he will die, and as it grips 
him deeper, he is afraid he will not die; so great 
is his mental torture. He becomes panic-stricken 
and irresolute. A sickening sensation of weak- 
ness and helplessness overcomes him. He 
becomes obsessed with the thought of self- 
destruction 

Nerve Exhaustion means Nerve Bankruptcy. 
The wonderful organ we term the Nervous 
System consists of countless millions of cells. 
[hese cells are reservoirs which store a mysterious 
energy we term Nerve Force. The amount stored 
represents our Nerve Capital. Every organ 
works with all its might to keep the supply of 
Nerve Force in these cells at a high level, for Life 
itself depends more upon Nerve Force than on the 
food we eat or even the air we breathe. 

If we unduly tax the nerves through overwork, 
worry, excitement or grief, or if we subject the 
muscular system to excessive strain, we consume 
more Nerve Force than the organs produce, and 
the natural result must be Nerve Exhaustion. 

Nerve Exhaustion is not a malady that comes 
suddenly. It may be years in developing and the 
decline is accompanied by unmistakable symp- 
toms which, unfortunately, cannot readily be 
recognized. The average person thinks that 
when his hands do not tremble and his muscles 
do not twitch, he cannot possibly be nervous. 
This is a dangerous assumption, for people with 
hands as solid as a rock and who appear to be in 
perfect health may be dangerously near Nerve 
Collapse. 

One of the first symptoms of Nerve Exhaustion 
is the derangement of the Sympathetic Nervous 
System, the nerve branch which governs the 
vital organs (see diagram). In other words, the 
vital organs become sluggish because of insuffi- 
cient supply of Nerve Energy. This is manifested 
by a cycle of weaknesses and disturbances in 
digestion, constipation, poor blood circulation 
and general muscular lassitude usually being the 
first to be noticed. 

I have for more than thirty years studied the 
health problem from every angle. My investiga- 
tions and deductions always brought me back to 
the immutable truth that Nerve Derangement 
and Nerve Weakness are the basic cause of nearly 
every bodily ailment, pain or disorder. I agree 
with the noted British authority on the nerves, 
Alfred T. Schofield, M.D., the author of numer 
ous works on the subject, who says: “It is 
my belief that the greatest single factor in the 
maintenance of health is that the nerves be 
in order.” 

The Great War has taught us how frail the 
nervous system is, and how sensitive it is to 
strain, especially mental and emotional strain. 
Shell Shock, it was proved, does not injure the 
nerve fibres in themselves. The effect is entirely 
mental. Thousands lost their reason thereby, 
over 135 cases from New York alone being in 
asylums for the insane. Many more thousands 


became nervous wrecks. The strongest men be 
came paralyzed so that they could not stand, eat 
or even speak. One-third of all the hospital 
cases were “nerve cases,”’ all due to excessive 
strain of the Sympathetic Nervous System. 

The mile-a-minute life of today, with its 
worry, hurry, grief and mental tension, is exactly 
the same as Shell Shock, except that the shock is 
less forcible, but more prolonged, and in the end 
just as disastrous. Our crowded insane asylums 
bear witness to the truth of this statement. 
Nine people out of ten you meet have “frazzled 
nerves.” 

Perhaps you have chased from doctor to doctor 
seeking relief for a mysterious ‘something the matter 
with you.”’ Each doctor tells you that there is nothing 
the matter with you; that every organ is perfect. But 
you know there ts something the matter. You feel it, 
and you act it. You are tired, dizzy, cannot sleep, 
cannot digest your food and you have pains here and 
there. You are told you are “run down” and need a 
rest. Or the doctor may give you a tonic. Leave 
nerve tonics alone. It is like making a tired horse 
run by towing him behind an automobile. 

Our Health, Happiness and Success in life demand 
that we face these facts understandingly. I have writ- 
ten a 64-page book on this subject which teaches how 
to protect the nerves from every-day Shell Shock. It 
teaches how to soothe, calm and care for the nerves; 














——Eyes— Nose 
—FEars 


——Throat 


——Bronchials 
—Chest Breathing 


Cs ——Heart 


— Diaphragm 


— Stomach 


"SOLAR PLEXUS 


A —— Liver 
=j—— intestines 
— Kidneys 


~—— Pelvic Organs 


The Sympathetic Nervous System 


Showine how Every Vital Organ is governed by the Nervous 

System, and how the Solar Plexus, commonly known as the 

{idominal Brain, is the Great Central Station for the distri- 
bution of Nerve Force 


how to nourish them through proper breathing and 
other means. The cost of the book is only 25 cents. 
Bound in cloth, 50 cents. Remit in coin or stamps. 
See address at the bottom of page. If the book does 
not meet your fullest expectations, your money will 
be refunded, plus your outlay of postage. 

[he book “Nerve Force” solves the problem for 
you and will enable you to diagnose your troubles 


as 


understandingly. The facts presented will prove a 
revelation to you, and the advice given will be of in 
calculable value to you. 

You should send for this book today. It is for you, 
whether you have had trouble with your nerves or not. 
Your nerves are the most precious possession you 
have. Through them you experience all that makes 
life worth living, for to be dull nerved means to be dull 
brained, insensible to the higher phases of life—love, 
moral courage, ambition and temperament. The finer 
your brain is, the finer and more delicate is your 
nervous system, and the more imperative it is that 
you care for your nerves. The book is especially im 
portant to those who have “high strung” nerves and 
those who must tax their nerves to the limit. 

lhe following are extracts from letters from people 
who have read the book and were greatly benefited by 
the teachings set forth therein: 

“T have gained 12 pounds since reading your book, 
and I feel so energetic. I had about given up hope of 
ever finding the cause of my low weight.” 

“T have been treated by a number of nerve special 
ists, and have traveled from country to country in an 
endeavor to restore my nerves to normal. Your little 
book has done more for me than all other methods 
combined.” 

“Your bock did more for me for indigestion than 
two courses in dieting.” - 

‘My heart is now regular again and my nerves are 
fine. I thought I had heart trouble, but it was simply 
a case of abused nerves. I have reread your book at 
least ten times.”’ : 

A woman writes: “Your book has helped my 
nerves wonderfully. I am sleeping so well and in the 
morning I feel so rested.” 

“The advice given in your book on relaxation and 
calming of nerves has cleared my brain. Before I was 
half dizzy all the time.”’ 

A physician says: ‘Your book shows you have a 
scientific and profound knowledge of the nerves and 
nervous people. I am recommending your book to 
my patients.”’ 

{ prominent lawyer in Ansonia, Conn., says: 
“Your book saved me from a nervous collapse, such as 
I had three years ago. I now sleep soundly and am 
gaining weight. I can again do a real day’s work.” 


The Prevention of Colds 


Of the various books, pamphlets and treatises which 
I have written on the subject of health and efficiency, 
none has attracted more favorable comment than my 
sixteen-page booklet entitled, “The Prevention of 
Colds.”’ 

There is no human being absolutely immune to 
Colds. However, people who breathe correctly and 
deeply are not easily susceptible to Colds. This is 
clearly explained in my book NERVE FORCE. 
Other important factors, nevertheless, play an im- 
portant part in the prevention of Colds—factors that 
concern the matter of ventilation, clothing, humidity, 
temperature, etc. These factors are fully discussed in 
the booklet Prevention of Colds. 

No ailment is of greater danger than an “ ordinary 
cold,” as it may lead to Influenza, Grippe, Pneumonia 
or Tuberculosis. More deaths resulted during the 
recent “Flu” epidemic than were killed during the 
entire war, over 6,000,0c0 people dying in India alone. 

A copy of the booklet, Prevention of Colds, will be 
sent Free with either the 25c or soc book, NERVE 
FORCE. You will agree that this alone is worth many 
times the price asked for both books. 


PAUL VON BOECKMANN 


Studio 147, 110 West 40th St., New York 
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Pajamas & Ni 


Proprietorship 

Rendix—( boarder from city, viewing splendid 
new touring car in Farmer Seedlum’s stable) 

I say, Seedlum, this is an infinitely better 
proposition than the little rattling machine you 
had last year. 

Farmer Seedlum—But it ain’t mine, Mr. 
Rendix. I ain’t got no car any more. Such 
things as gasoline, oil, an’ tires got so plum 
high I just couldn’t afford keepin’ no car. 
This ‘ere new one belongs to Jackson, my 
hired man 


Pets Are Barred 
Mr. Longsuffer—lf I pay the rent you're 
asking, I won't have enough left to keep the 
wolf from the door. 
The Agent—The janitor will see to that 
Wolves are not allowed in these apartments. 








Its style 
that makes 
him choose 


Faultless 


ght Shirts 
“The NIGHTwear of a Nation!” 
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| How ‘About 
| It, Girls? 


| By Arreen C. McGuire 





HE was crazy about 

Harry because he 
danced divinely, sang 
like an angel, and 
played tennis like a 
young god. 

She was just wild 
about George, who had curly lashes and money 
in the bank. 

She loved to motor in Reggie’s imported 
runabout, and gloried in_ his _ pretty 
speeches. 

She listened to Archie’s poetry with fast-beat- 
ing heart and cheek pink-flushed. 

She confessed herself hypnotized by Henri 
he was so—suggestive. - 

And Bob, dear old thing, had said she had 
small feet! 

But she married Jack, who had none of these 
qualities, because she thought her dearest 
friend wanted him 


The Snoozer 
By La Toucne Hancock 


ARLY risers bards have sung 
But what of it? They all died young! 

The scent of dewy-spangled flowers 
Is just as good in early hours. 
The lark may rise at early dawn, 
The worm investigate each lawn 
At 4 a. m. for all I care, 
Its predilections 1 don’t share! 
I like to take a iong, long rest 
Upon a downy pillow best; 
[ sleep and sleep till it is noon, 
And even then it’s much too soon 
To rouse one’s self, for it’s sublime 
To doze and doze till dinner time! 
In fact, though they may be inspired, 
These poets make me very tired! 


Drawn by Baaxsoace Rogers 


LAMB OR THE 
Patron—Born! 








SomE COMBINATION 


Forgetful Waitress—Parpon Sir, BUT ARE YOU THE 
HARD ROILED EGG? 


The Real Thing 


By Mary Granam Bonner 


HE was a vamp. But she didn’t use lip 

stick and she didn’t touch up her eye 
brows. She didn’t wear extreme clothes and 
she didn’t powder her nose ostentatiously. If 
she rouged, no one was aware of it. Her cos 
tumes were simple. She believed that woman’s 
place was in the home and that women should 
leave politics to men. 

She never told shocking stories and her 
“breaks” were very innocent. When she 
crossed her legs she carefully pulled down her 
skirts—after a brief moment. 

Her ways with men were irresistible. For 
she was so young, so inexperienced and so help 
less, such a fragile and lovely little piece of fem- 
ininity that there was never too much one could 
do for her. It was like doing things for a child. 

For she was a real vamp. She knew enough 
not to look the part! 


Business 
No one answers a telephone call more pleas 
antly than a garage man. 





I know because I-was Deaf and had Head Noises 
for over 30 years. My invisible Antiseptic Ear 
Drums restored my hearing and «' Head Noises, 
and will do it for . are Tiny 
‘annot be seen when worn. Effective when Deafness 
is caused by Catarrh o Perforated, Partially of 
Wholly Destroyed Natural Drums. Eas i 
easy to take out. Are “ 
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my 
A. QO. LEONARD 
Suite 43,70 Sth Avenue - « New York Cig 














HUDSON RIVER NIGHT LINES 


Daily from Pier 31, N. R., at Desbrosses St., weekdays 6 
P.M.and7 P. M. Sundays and Holidays, 6 P. M. and 9 
P. M.: West «32nd St. half hour later (daylight saving 
time). Due Albany 6 o'clock following morning. Troy, 


IS MISERY | 











7:15 A.M. Direct rail connections to all points. 
PHONE, CANAL 9000 








ROMEIKE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper 


clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- 
ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 


per or periodical of importance in the United States and 


urope is searched. Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings. 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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Snoppy-Quops No. 10 


The Business Instinct 

Harry came into the house 
one day with five sticks of 
red and white candy. 

“Who gave you _ the 
candy?’’ asked his mother. 

“Nobody,” replied the 
youngster, “I buyed it at the 
candy store.” 

“But 1 have given you no 
money for candy,” said his 
mother. “How could you 
buy it?” 

“Oh,” replied Harry, “I 
got twusted just as you and 


papa do.” 


Acting on Advice 
Henrietta loved to go to 
church. One Sunday morning 
while she was making prep- 
arations to go, an accident 
befell her only clean dress 
and her mother told her she 





would have to remain at 

Amos Qurro home. During the long prayer 
Rhyme by W. C. Trrcoms her mother heard childish 
Sketch by F. S. Murray footfalls coming up the aisle 


and in a moment Henrietta 
slipped into the pew wearing 
her soiled everyday frock. 

On the way home the 
mother asked her why she 
had come to church after she 
ad been forbidden to do so, and th: child replied, “Well, Mother, you’ve 
lways told me to take all my troubles to God, so after you started for 
hurch I went to my room and asked God what He would do if He were 
n my place, and He said to me, ‘Henrietta, you go.’” 


HERE was an old bird with a bore 
Who screwed both his feet to the floor. 
“T really don’t see,” 
He chuckled with glee 
Why no one has done this before.’ 


The Real Thing 

By Tennyson J. Dart 
He called himself a patriot; we heard him shout and cheer, 
\postrophize the Grand Old Flag in accents loud and clear. 
\nd when he got religion we listened to his moans, 
\s in despair he flung him down upon his marrow-bones. 
\nd when he was converted we saw him gaily rise 
\nd belch forth hallelujahs unto the startled skies. 
These things had moved him much, he thought, but later gave his word 
Phat till a ~idow won his love he really hadn’t stirred. 


The Standard of Measurement 
Poet—Outrageous! You offer me only two dollars for this poem and 1 
pent all day on it. Why a gas-fitter gets $1.25 an hour. 
Editor—Well, if you were as particular about your meter as a gas-fitter 
about his, so would you. 


His Housing Problem 
A Missouri farmer who called his newly employed hired man out of bed 
t four o’clock in the morning was suprised a few mcments later to see 
the man walking off down the road. 
“Say! Come back an’ eat breakfast ‘fore you go to work!” 
“T ain’t goin’ to work,” the man called back. “I’m goin to hunt some- 
here to stay all night.” 


Still Deferring It 
First Suburbanite—How’s Dobbin’s vacation fever? 





Second Same—Getting worse. His temperature has risen to thirty rail- | 


cad folders. 


Movable Affair 
“How often does your bridge club meet?” 
“Depends on how violently we quarreled at the previous session.” 








Will the Housewife Who 
Admits “I Know Nothing 
About Mazola” Please 
Read this Message and 
Begin to Save Money On 
Her Cooking and Salads? 


VERY housewife should study 

carefully her food expense, and 

see where she can get something 

better than she is now using—for 
less money. 

More than seven million aiert 


housewives in America are saving 
money every day with Mazola. 


AZOLA is more economical 
to use than butter and lard. 
It is 100% pure vegetable oil—con- 


tains no moisture. 


When deep frying with Mazola 
the food is never heavy and soggy. 
There is no loss from evaporation 
nor loss of bulk from heating. 


Mazola can be used over and 
over again, even after frying fish 
and onions. You only need to 
strain it, and it will be ready for 


use again. 
OR salads, Mazola is equal to 


the finest imported olive oil— 
and sells for about half the price. 


Your grocer sells Mazola in pint, 
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FREE 


Sixty-four page 
beautifully illus- 
trated Corn Prod- 
ucts Cook Book. 
Write today. Corn 
Products Refining 
Co., P. QO. Box 
161, New York. 





T 


quart, half-gallon and gallon cans. | 
oe 
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A Mother 
Writes 


Chis letter is just to tell you about 
the way your Kora-Konia has helped my 
baby. He was two weeks old on Thurs 
day, July 22nd, and was born on July 8th 
it U.S. Army Base’ Hospital, Camp 
Sherm n, Ohio The heat was So great 
that he was covered with a rash and he 
looked like he was cooked. He cried con- 


tinually and I used everything I could 
think of, but nothing seemed to help 

‘I saw your advertisement for Kora 
Konia it magazine and got a box and 
just covered the parts thick], that were 
broken out. It was miraculous the way 
it relieved him. I have written about it 
to three friends who have small childret 

shall never again be without it.” 


(Name on request 
lry Kora-Konia on your baby for 
hating, diaper rash or prickly heat, or 


n yourself if your skin -gets raw when 
ou walk or exer¢ ise It is wonderful 
for sunburn. 

Send cents for generous san ple. 


Tre Mennen Company 


161 CENTRAL AVENUE 


Newarn, NJ. USA. 


Laboratories: Newark, N. J., Montreal, Que. 


KORA: © 
KONIA 


Relieves 


























Skin Distress 








Annabelle and the Pekinese 
By-Tep OLtson 


A, ABELLE owns a Peking pup, 
Pampered and spoiled as a pup may be 
Charged with the duty of living up 
lo a most remarkable pedigree 


Annabelle also keeps in wait 
Suitors numbering full a score 
Willing to brave the direst fate 
For a smile from the eves thev all adore. 


Annabelle laughs at their eagerness; 
Cruel Annabelle loves to tease 
Making them jealous of each caress 
Lavishly spent on the Pekinese 


Annabelle laughs, and thinks it droll— 
What for them is a bitter cup 

Each of them willing to trade his soul 
lo understudy that pampered pup. 

Annabelle’s eyes are a larkspur blue; 
Annabelle’s smile is very sweet 

Why, vou wonder, am I not too 
Humbly bowed at the lady’s feet? 


I would rather 
as she ma \ be 


father 


Here is the 
Leave her 
Than sign for life to be step 


reas on 


lovely 


lo a pampered pup with a pedigree! 
Advice 
Passenger—In which part of the ship am I 


likeliest to avoid being sea sick? 
Caplain—In the part farthest away from the 
dining-room. 


The Exception 


Louise—Are you willing to give guests any 
ret ipes thev ask for? 

Julia—Yes; A im perfectl; willing so long 
as they don’t take the cook 

Old Stuff 
Whv didn’t vou arrest that man? You 
heard me yelling rob! 

“Well, vou were coming fron » ball park 
said the officer. “I thought vou were paving 
your compliments to the umpire 

A Gentleman Farmer 

“Why have you turned the cows into the 
orchard?” 

[ thought,” said the amateur farmer 


“that I'd like to have some apple butter.” 


Anticipation 


“What are you watching, little boy?” 
‘The clothes of some ladies who went in 


swimming.” 


“Um. I'll help you.” 


Wise William 
By Tennyson J. Dart 
“You are old, Father William,” the young man 
remarked. 
“But your head is astoundingly level. 
You don’t seem to think because your,.batk 
aches 
The country has gone to the devil.” 
28 








JUDGE 


Cosmos Razor 


Sharpener 


Two strokes of your 
razor across a 


COSMOS Sharp- 


ener and _ you’re 
ready for a keen, 
clean shave. No 


other attention 
needed to keep 
your razor or razor 
blades in sharp and 
shipshape condi- 
tion. Does the job 
equally well on 
safety blades and 
old-style razors. 


Simple and easy to use —no knack required 

whatsoever. 
At your dealer's or send us $2.00 and your 
dealer's name. 


British American Traders 


Sole American Distributors 
140 West 22nd Street New York City 


Beyond His Jurisdiction 
at RE is an ornament of the New York 
bar who is celebrated as being a_ par 
ticularly sailor. Allowing himself to be 
inveigled into attending the Cup races as the 
soon fast in the 


poor 


friend, he was 
and thoroughly 


guest ol a 
clutches of mal de mer, repen 
tant of his rashness. 

A yet more brilliant 
York bench, seeing the peculiar shade of greet 
o’erspreading the victim 
coming disaster 


ornament of the New 


which was fast 
countenance, and sensing the 
asked if he could do anything for the sufferer 

But Counselor X was determined to die gam« 
judge,” he murmured weakly 
kind, but I’m afraid you car 


Thank you 


“you're very 


overrule this motion 
Something in Common 
‘Being home is just like heaven,” says she 
Her lying v 
For what she 


Her folks were hai 


as no ¢ rin 
meant was that 


ping all the time 


Turning Worms 
This Handcuff King is the 
world comes to 


Willis greatest 


fellow in the 
worming out of a tight place. 

Gillis—Shucks. You ought to see a fire 
insurance adjuster wriggle out of paying a loss 


whole when it 


\\ ise, Waltham, Howard Illinois 


Ye any watch = want. Boer y Fomine 


and 30 days Free Triel. or 


112 pages wonderful values, diamonds, 


e Wesoeey, sent willnever | 
mies the WARE CO. 


WARE CO., Dept. 2 2a 1 Bt Louis, Me. 


DEALS SQUARE 
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The Rescue 
By Paut M. Levy 
> . s oa 
HE lookout turned to the first mate, handing 
him the pte gies ial y Sain THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS, SHAPE 


1 ng bobbing about in the water. Can you $7-00 $8.00 $900 & $]19-00 SHOES 


nab " Pha oo long and hard. “It’s FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


] } 


ee YOU CAN SAVE MONEY BY WEARING 


tty is the reply 


\ number of knots further a similar bottle Ww. f. DOUGLAS SHOES 
is met \ few knots on and still another 
The captain was informed. “Stop and get - “iG T known shoes 
th 4 y J . 
S N —" = ay 


; in the world. They 
aT ° are sold in 107 W. L.} 


he next one you happen to see,’ were his 





Shortly the er gines ceased their busy hum, | 


Douglas stores, direct : 
from the factory to you SF and $5.50 
at only one profit, which guarantees to 


(Juickly a boat shot from the ship’s side, rescued 





the mysterious object and returned to the 





essel. Eagerly the bottle was brought to the | 

captain and eagerly was it opened. A bit of _ you the best shoes that can be produced, at 

sper lay stuffed inside. It was unrolled and | the lowest possible cost. W.L. Douglas 

then a me : ma Ps. i. Pa _ mame and the retail price are stamped on 

Mima oC the bottom of all shoes before they leave 
“Great Harpoons!” exclaimed the captaii _ the factory, which is your protection 


against unreasonable profits. 
W.L.Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 shoes are abso- 


and repeated “Great Harpoons! * as another 
bottle floated by (Ouic klv he seized the wheel. 














“Full speed,”” he bellowed to the engine room. © ° 
egg : he - og abe +e so ead i aa | lutely the best shoe values for the money in this 
ie ie tniged Hie 8 NS Hn NS | | country. They are made of the best and finest 
Ap aggre es gy ls tae come 14 leathers that money can buy. They combine 
Pcs pihing Rive reed 3 quality, style, workmanship and wearing quali- 
oo east Delore the laggeass : '| ties equal toother makes selling at higher prices. 

ene $ '| They are the leaders in the fashion centers of 


America. The stamped price is W. L. Douglas 
personal guarantee that the shoes are always 
worth the price paid for them. The prices are 
the same everywhere; they cost no more in 
San Francisco than they do in New York. 


OOK he gorgeous chapeaux : i 
a Neigh tig ai geht ee : Zs | W.L. Douglas shoes are made by the highest 


Fashion Pantoum 





Gabardit the g | paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
\ of tl By and supervision of experienced men, all working 
=)+°3 with an honest determination to make the best 
“M king Gr shoes for the price that money can buy. 
Shee , W. L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe dealers 
\ littl king besides our own stores. If your local dealer cannot supply 
| ‘ o the . you, take no other make. Order direct from factory. Send 
- . for booklet telling how to order shoes by mail, postage free. 
~~ : af voi 1 of | CAUTION.—Insist upon having W.L.Doug- President 
neta Mage Sete a ms las shoes. The name and priceis plainly ]lloQreeglas” L.Douglas Shoe Co» 
Models from Callot and Jenn stamped on the sole. Be careful to see 145 Spark Street, 
rhe no se ee y 8 pace.” that it has not been changed or mutilated. Brockton, Mass. 
| he fashior ’ | YANMAMDDUUNANUQUDOUUSIS0N0QUUUQONU00000900000000090000041000000000000000000OOUEOOOOUEOOUUUOESEEOUOOONOROODOUGEOUEOOOOAESOORMO MEADE GAAD UHHH UUAAAOUEUULLLEUOULASOEUOU HOES 
Models from Callot and Jenny.” Sentiment Amended Eggszactly 
Gabardine suits are the go \ man giving a patriot talk to the pupil That sailor over there someho. ren 
[ruly, the fashions are many.” of the first grade was, as usually happens with me of an old hen hovering a bunch of chickens.” 
“Look at the gorgeous chapeaux!” such speakers, going over their heads. He “TI suppose you naturally mean the one 
Was orating on the “sanctity of our flag.”’ brooding over there by the companionwa\ : ' 
Handsome Harold “Children,” he said impressively, “who Oh. no. I mean the one sitting on the 
No ve are going to shoot you at sunrise would like to see our {1 g trampled on ' hatch.’ 
I suppose [ can't help myself But it’s Not having the least idea what he was tall Rock-a-Bye Babe 
too darned early for a movie star of my pron ing about but, childlike, not wishing anything He—lI took in the ball game today and | 
inence to get up.” to get by without their seeing it, the sixty saw Ruth 
ar” Pp children as one raised their-hands in assent. She—Really! What did she have or 
_—— “Why, children,” said the man disapproving He—Four sacks 








s S lv, “would you?” Seeing from his expression 
Cuticura oap thev had made the w rong answer they chorused Chopin 
Clears the Skin politely, “No, ma’am.” By Witter Bynner 
P ’ With Polar attraction he lacked the pluck 
and Keeps it Clear The Net Result Of the average Tom, Dick or Harry— 


Soap, Ointment, Talcum, 25c. everywhere. Samples MHe—You girls all look shorter in bloomers. | Or was it a case of his being in luck, 
free of Outicare Laboratories, Dept. 7, Malden, Mass. | : ° ; ; > 
She—But you men look longer. When he hadn’t the Jane to marry 
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“e —is the result, not of 
o 4 the application of cos- 
% pe @ metics, but of the 
Pe, yg general bodily health. 

bad It is clear blood which 

imparts the blush of youth to cheeks. 
Experience has taught the dis- 
cerning beauty to rely upon a good 
aperient to clear the complexion. A 
dainty box of N? Tablets is her help- 

ful agent. Each tablet acts pleas- 
antly to insure better health, to keep 
the skin clear and free from blem- 
ishes, to help restore and preserve 

a healthful, youthful appearance. 

All druggists sell the 25c. box of 

NR Tablets 
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tree tria - Direet 
. “a p trom 
, ed ts for 
, inn - 1 eal X Factory 
gor ¢ , et cata- Lie Hom 
4 pote f . A edav sha 
PIFDMOST RED CEDAR CHEST CO DEPT. 8 Statesville, N. ¢ 
rhat’s Easy 
Dh ing I have ag old ho 
‘ | ’ 
| hat | i lo ( ) hen pevy 
speak ‘ 
He That juite s | g s 
( d fal 
St beauty p lo ‘ 
p our hair 


A Superfluous Extra 


Cle t the Shore Hotel—Five dollar 
fc oom with bath 

Farmer Harrower—(after consultatior 
his wife But we don’t want no room 
bat! We're goin’ to wash in the 


three or four 


days 


1 with 
with ; 
ocean every 


Pan and the H. C. L. 


B CARLETO? 


Bi \ 


With vou I'd dance in play 


| ( ate 


ross the slopes of Helicon 
Vd folios up Parnassus way 
\nd find where now your prints have gon 
With you the syrinx play for joy 
I'd tear a stem from dus} reeds 
lo! , a true Silenus’ toy 
\r yh vhere the flowi g Alphe s leads 
But what, Oh Pan, would the good wife do? 
(And who'd be home to meet the bills 
And buv my girl her dress of blue 
When the bank account no longer fills 
Oh P: With vou I ) the ( 
World over, singing in the meadows 
Piping with the birds; Oh, 1 
Purs S € as t! I 
( the $ is tree, pur ( naid 
\« Drvyad or Naiad, in th i 
Of Peneus hid, her { 
\ the thicke the sl 
But » OP vuld pa ent 
Wh yuld bi ne L ve 
\ } t ( ‘ 
ent 
\ ¢ go 


Books Received 


] | A } by Mr Al fre Si ck and 
Crosbie Garstit Henry Holt & Company 
D Gi 1 | Martir (Anders Ne 
H Holt & Compar 
] i by Mar Ie Foc] 
ted by H e Be H Holt & 
a t ‘ 
/ Chin R | (reorge 
H. Dor ( 
/ ) l t ( n We (reorge H 
) Compa 
Dewas. by C. M.A. } G H 
) Compan 
Good Old World, by Bruce Bart The Cer 
Comp 
/ . by T. M I The 
( tur ( mpa 
ms and Asia isprrations, by Patrick 
( ‘ rhe*Century Company 
d Judgmen by Marshal Ferdinand 
Foct translated by Hilaire Bello« Henry 
Holt & ¢ ompany 
Vind Energy, by Henri Bergson, translated by 


H. Wilden Carr Henry Holt & Company 


The Wild Cat, by Hugh Wiley. (George H. Doran 
Company 
The l Hie by Mrs. Belloc Lowndes. (Georg 


H. Doran ( er ny 

Siaff Tales, by Captain W. P. Lips 
Dutton & ( ompany 

Vot That It Matters, by A 
& Company 

If Vou Don't Write Fi 


A. Milne FE. P. Dutton 


ction, by Charles Phelps Cush- 
ing Robert M. McBride & Company.) 

Fnslaved, by John Masefield Macmillan & Co 

When Love Flies Out o’ the Window, by Leonard 
Merrick. (E. P. Dutton & Company.) 
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“A MIGHTY FINE DRINK” 


that’s what they all sa if 
The 
Culmination 
How could ss) of 
it be 134 years 
Otherwise ? Vd | of 
Successful 
Brewing 
Beverage 
FORMERLY — — we ALE 
—_ yhie 1: ( 


Gc. H. Evans & Sons Esta 86 









Ghetine N. Y. 


fa] LEARN PIANO! 


aha lo 








TD This batorenting Free Book 


how :can become a skilled player 
1 » or organ in your own home, at 
one- quarter usual cost Dr. Quinn's 

Written Method is endorse 
ading iojans and hia of State ¢ servatories Successf ; 
i Play ch Is at Once and « pl te piece every ke within 
4 lessons. Scienti t i d Ft lly itustrated For 
beginners or & r Md r 4 all music tree Di igranted 
Writs today for 64 : book H ft = Piano or Ors an” 


mM. L. Quan Conservatory, Studio Jt, 598 Coiumbia Kose, Boston, 25, mass. 


His Apology 
I have be v ( Stic 
Lester,” said ol Ripl Ras} » | ~ 
law a ce ™ ste a | 
ind in p ite tl ‘ ere good for nothing 
vl ever e good ! { g No 
L} ive just hee re that the erTag h in 
hod ital enough lime t white sI 
hicken coop So I must confess that ) ré 
( wuld be. good for something, if there i 
in\ ‘ i g the lime yu te 
Watch Her 
The las oman to take ¢ her hat i 
theater is the on ho ha the least hair of 


he rown 


Overheard on the Boardwalk, Atlantic City 
Willie What makes that elect c-light sigi 
go ‘round and ‘round, Daddy 


Dad —S 





Regarding Editorial, Subscription and 
Advertising Matters 


CES Main  office—Brunswi 
NEW YORK European 
Cannon House ear 





SUBSCRIPTION OFFI 
Ruilding, 225 Fifth Avenue 
Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd 





London, E. C., England. Annual! cash subscr 
Postage free in the United States, its « nden ind Me xic 
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foreign countries add $1.00 a year sing! 1 presen 
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Copyright, 1920, by Leslie-Judge Company. Entered at the 
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The lovely burden which in his infatuation he had so gaily 
gathered into his strong young arms had become a dead ele 
As with bursting chest he scaled one by one the last few steps, it 
| seemed to him he was carrying something monstrously heavy, 
| something horrible, which suffocated him, and which every moment 
he felt tempted to throw from him in rage. This ascent of the 
|| staircase in the sad gray light of the morning how typical of their 
| whole history! How typical of the history of thousands like them 
|| who yield to the insidiously seductive doctrine: ‘‘Eat, drink, play, | 
| for the rest is not worth while!” 
The story of Jean Gaussin’s infatuation for Sapho is a far more 
| _ ° : ¢ ° ° 9 ° . 
| effective sermon than any homily on carnalism ever delivered fron 
|| the pulpit. | 
| That this was the author’s intention is indicated by his dedi- i 
| cation: ‘For my sons when they are twenty years of age.”’ Sapho 
| ° ¢ . - ‘ - 
| is the masterly creation of Alphonse Daudet, and one of the | 
|| powerful, gripping stories found in the 
C di : 
| omeatie mour 
ig T 
| THE GREATEST STORIES EVER WRITTEN bY THE MASTER REALISTS OF FRANCE 
Given to Immediate Subscribers The Only Coilected Edition of these Famous Stories in English 
Paul De Kock’s Merry Tales WOMAN, vith her fascinations, has changed the currents of history. She 
| i naif has marred ; well as made, great careers. If, as the poet Pope declared, “Tl 
|] The purpose of Pa il De K — niting proper study of mankind is man,’’ WOMAN undoubtedly has furnished the most 
the ce very & Ay na ver Galtic tori interesting chapters. If any one doubt this, let him read the Comédie D'Amour 
cin an a . Latir Q artes ot No nation h ; made a closer study of the whole subject of WOMAN than 
Cale id Cabaret s ikly to an the French. She has furnished the inspiration for the best in their Literature, 
| his reader Fev 1 readers k their Drama and their Art And it is to the literature of France, and to the 
this smiling write rie t petit works of her master realists, that we must go for the most intimate 
| bourgeois and Parisian gr! ette But revelations of the heart of WOMAN- subject of eternal interest and 
to get, this uniqu ; et M 1 the vA. ~“ mystery and endless fascination. 
COMEDIE D'AMOUR you as In the Comédie D’Amour is presented for the first time in 
must be prompt. THE £UP- aa 4 T j English a collected edition of the masterpieces of those famous 
|] PLY IS LIMITED \ \ . a 4 ss French authors who have most excelled in the minute delinea 
| » Yee ‘See J ticn of feminine character and its effects on the o7 posite sex. 
To Get the Benefit ot 
Our Before-Pub- 
lication 
Price 
Use 
This 
Coupon 
Now 
' J-9-1s 
t BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 
! 416 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
! nd full particulars and before. publication 
| § price f the Comédie D'Amour and the pre 
F t of Paul De Kock to 
i 
! Nar 
Mail Coupon Today 
For Illustrated Descriptive Circular and Special Befor g Addre 
Publication Price and Terms Including the 2000-Page Set 1 
of De Kock Given to Immediate Subscribers. § Occupatior State 
| ' ee — 










































As a matter of fact 





Pig Your first R-E-A-L cigarette 
Le pleasure will come with Camels 


OU’LL swing into the Camel procession as 

{ easily and as delightedly as any of the thou- 
sands of smokers who have found these ciga- 
rettes an absolute revelation in quality, in re- 
freshing flavor, in mellow mildness and in body! 


Camels are unlike any cigarette you ever puffed. 
They are a creation—an expert blend of choice 
Turkish and choice Domestic tobaccos. As sure 
as you are a foot high you will prefer Camels 
blend to either kind of tobacco smoked straight ! 


~———— 


Camels fit in with your cigarette desires just 
one hundred per cent! The satisfaction they 
imipart to smokers is simply joyous. 


ee orem, 


Camels will not tire your taste! And, Camels 
leave no unpleasant cigaretty aftertaste nor un- 
pleasant cigaretty odor. 


You'll prove out our enthusiasm 
when you compare Camels with any 
i cigarette in the world at any price! 





Sa 42a oa 
w 
‘ 






Camels are sold everywhere ri 
entificaily sealed packages of 20 ctga- 
rettes for 20 cents; or ten packages 
(200 cigarettes) in a glassine-pape:- 
covered carton We strongly recom- 
mend this cartcn for the home or office 

supply or when you travel 
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SIGARETTE 
> ig ; 
Ga ‘ da a on fo 
% : - rm , : 
iat” # “nged ef oe % 


R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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